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Power Play 


Stewart laid back in bed, glancing over to his right and snorting. 

There beside him was Sting, snoring away like a buzzsaw in the dim hotel room light. 

Stewart grinned to himself, thinking back to not more than twenty minutes ago. He'd finally gotten what he 
always wanted - Sting bending to his unyielding will. That bastard would never have any power over him 
anymore. 

And all he had to do was fuck him. 


Too bad it took thirty years for it to happen in the first place. 


But that was in the past, and Stewart lived in the now. Sting couldn't take back what had happened tonight, nor 
could he say that Stewart took advantage of him. 


It was fair and square. 


Except.. 


What if it was a little too fair and square? Sting argued about it like he always had, but he still let Stewart 


dominate him. Hell, he even let Stewart bind his wrists to make it even more complete. 
But what if it was too complete? 

Like he's been led on. Taken advantage of and pulled around by the nose like a schoolboy. 
Stewart snorted again. 


Not a fucking chance. Sting didn't let Stewart win without a fight. Usually in a fist fight, but still. He'd struggled 
in the bords, right? 


Stewart blinked. 


Sting had, hadn't he? He must have, there was no way around it. Never in a million years would he just laid 


there and taken it. 
Would he? 


Stewart shook his head. He was doing it again. Finding ways of letting Sting win when he surely didn't. It was 


stupid, ludicrous, and a waste of energy. 
It was done. No question about it. Done done done. 
The snoring stopped sounding in Stewart's ears. He swallowed hard and glanced to his right. 


Sting grinned at him. Not the grin of someone who had just gotten laid. Not the grin of lust that might be 


warranted after a rigorous roll in the hay. 
No, this grin was of sheer smugness. Cocksure and confident in every conceivable way. 
Stewart opened his mouth to speak but nothing came out. 


Sting chuckled to himself and patted Stewart on the arm, before closing his eyes again. He blindly reached up 
to flick off the bedside light, leaving Stewart in the darkened room with his thoughts in a jumbled mess. 


Just like Sting had planned to do in the first place. 


